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Author's Notes: 


A little Dave and Steve, because there\'s just not enough... 
This is purely a work of fiction and no harm is intended to any of the artists whose public personae |\'ve 
borrowed for this work and embroidered somewhat. 


UPDATE: I\'ve tweaked the formatting a litte bit 


FEKE 


I'm the one who calls the shots. 
The pain in my weary wrists tell me otherwise, as | slump in my bonds again. | screw up my eyes because the 
harsh light from that lamp directed right at me is hurting them. The rest of the room is too dim for me to 


make out much else. 


l'm still standing..somehow..and my legs are aching a lot. As my tired head raises | find my long hair falling 


across my eyes. But my wrists are bound tight, so I'll have to suffer it for now. 


He's stripped down to his tight pants. He's standing in front of the light, but | can see his chest is bare. The 
glaring light shines on the skin of his shoulders, and highlights the halo of his soft hair spilling over them. | see 
tightly wrapped muscle and sinew about his slender form. He's surprisingly powerful. 


He's surprising in many ways, now | think about it. 


Such a pretty face as far as a bloke goes. He's always smiling, beautiful eyes filled with light. He's the quiet, 
nice one, as everyone else sees it, gently spoken, full of warmth. My eyes adust a little to the brightness 
behind him, and | can make out a bit of his face. 


He's not smiling at all now. 


My back is raw and tingling from the pain of the whip. God, but he looks so good when he swings it, all power 


and lean muscle. A sudden, energetic, exertion, a blaze of pain for me. | think he enjoys it, Too. 
No pretences, no need to be nice, he can let out a burst of measured aggression safely in here. 


| say measured, because | know he'd never take it too far, I'd trust him with anything, everything. I'd bloody 
die if anyone knew about this, of course. Me, Steve Harris, Mr Iron Maiden himself, getting off on being tied 
up, beaten, abused, and by a bloke at that. It wouldn't fit the image at all, and come to think of it, it doesn't fit 
the rest of my personality. 


| hate not being in control. That's not because l'm a power crazed bastard like some of them thirk. It's just 
that this music is my creation, | know where it needs to go, and what's best for it. They try to turn me away 
from the path with their own ideas. Bloody hell, I've worked with some creative and talented guys, but in the 
end, they don't know what's best for Maiden. | created it. Its my beast. 


And it's all my responsibility, this huge weight on my shoulders, forcing me down. If Maiden dies, | die with it. 


And in among these temperamental artistic types, with their own ideas, their own egos, their own theories on 
where we should go next, there is the one who has been with me the longest. He's never questioned me, never 
fought with me, and he's been there for me as long as | can remember. Isn't it funny then, that he's the one 


who's just been tearing my skin to agonising pieces? 


I'm powerless. And it's good. | can't get away. | can't tell him what to do. As much as | trust him, | know he'll 
push me to my limits each and every time. The pain erases all the worries | have outside of this room, all the 


weight | carry with me. The pain drives it out. 


And l'm forced to focus on him. What he wants, what he orders me to do, what he takes He takes charge 
entirely, takes responsibility for it all. He lifts the weight from my shoulders. 


I'm free. Ironic, isn't it, when l'm actually bound and naked? 


| know its time. He's hard and he wants me. | can try to kid myself that | don't want this, and that he'll force 


me. My cock twitches and begins to fill and rise up. He pretends he doesn't notice, stalking around me, stopping 
behind me. 


My back burns with a fury, which only makes his gentle touch on my back zap through me like an electric 
shock. | gasp, and moan. The warmth of his body behind me is like a roaring fire to my shredded skin. The hand 
grasping my hip sends a jolt through my cock, | moan again. 


| feel his erection jabbing my backside. It sends a cold shiver up my spine, | tense involuntarily. He prepared me 
earlier so | know there'll be nothing now, this is going to hurt. 

| hear him call my name, and his hand ghosts down my flank, making me shiver again. I'd like to say it was with 
revulsion, but I'd be lying. 


And as I'd guessed, he goes straight for what he wants, what he demands. He pushes my thighs wider with his 
knees, and his hands prise apart my tensing arse cheeks. 


"Relax," he commands. 


As l'm complying with his order, I'm suddenly and forcefully breached. The pain tears through me after a 
second and | groan and cry out, trying in vain to move forward in my tight bonds, away from that blunt 


intruder piercing my body. 


He pushes against me, nestling his body flush against my arse and back. | feel his breath burning my shoulder. 
One of his hands winds into thick curls hanging down my back, pulling me back against him by my hair. 


| let out a huge breath and the tension begins to flow out of my body. The instant he feels my muscles give 
he begins to thrust. I'm not ready, but he's setting his own pace. He catches me in my sweetest spot as he 


moves, and against my will my body responds. 


As he rams himself into me, | feel his arm wind around me, pulling me back against his body, not that | can go 
anywhere else. The hand slides lazily across my lower belly, teasing. | don't want him to touch me; really, | 


don't want another man's hand on my cock. I'm not really straining towards his hand. 
He compounds my humiliation by taking hold of my sensitive organ, deftly rubbing up and down with his 
fingers, and of course | can't help but soar to greater heights of arousal. Wetness is coating his hand from 


the swollen tip. He's forcing me to feel this. 


Driving into me again and again, | feel his pace quicken, and | know he's going to come soon. Come inside me. And 


| can't do a thing about it. He's using me for his pleasure alone. 


Yeah, right 


He grunts, | feel his thrusts get wilder, stabbing into me, hitting that sensitive spot within me over and over. 
He's going to come inside me, pouring his seed into my body. 
He's grasping me so hard my cock aches, his other hand is grasping my hip in a grip like steel, | can't escape. 


| feel his breath catch, once, twice, his thrusts falter and slow. 

Oh god, he's coming, he's coming 

The intense shockwaves ripple through my groin as my balls contract and my cock explodes. 

An instantaneous release of all that tension, the feeling rushes through my entire body unhindered. I'm only 
distantly aware l'm crying out, and that his seed is spilling into my arse. 

He holds me firmly in his arms, softening cock still buried deep in me, as the torrent of sensation recedes. He's 
holding my body up. 

A good thing too, or I'd be hanging from the chains by my already painful wrists. 


l'm half asleep, utterly spent. | know that from here, he'll take care of me. He's already reaching to unbuckle 


the cuffs, and rub the life back into my suspended arms. 
Then he'll guide my weakened body to the bed, the soft, cool cotton sheets ready to soothe my pain. He'll talk 
to me softly all the while, fetch me water, tend to my wounds. Then he'll settle down next to me, and we'll fall 


asleep curled together, warm, and sate. 


I'm already feeling relaxed and calm about heading back out into the world. To that place where I'm the boss 
and | carry the weight of the world. 


I'm the one who calls the shots. | submit to no-one and nothing. 


Except him. 


